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as the watch-tower of their ideal sage. Thence, 
the confirmed Christian surveys human nature, 
in its utmost height, and in its lowest degrada- 
tion ; from the glorious and benignant beings, 
that are stamped with God's own imperishable 
image, to the blighted and self-ruined souls, 
that, even in this life, are but spirits in prison. 
And how does he behold them? Not with 
cold-hearted apathy, not with selfish pride ; 
hut, with the lively interest of a fellow mortal, 
whose highest earthly bliss it is, to hold com- 
munion with the virtuous few ; to strengthen 
the weak, to confirm the wavering, and, if pos- 
sible, to rescue the victims that are rushing 
down the steep of ruin. 

" And is this the religion, and are these the 
dispositions, which the children of this world 
regard with supercilious scorn ? Unhappy be- 
ings ! They know not what they lose ! But, if 
in this life they do not come to themselves, let 
them be assured, that, when its feverish dream 
is over, they shall awake to a hitter sense of 
their delusion ; to what they now shrink fronv 
with horror ; to what they now dread, more 
than death ; to contempt, everlasting contempt. 
This is the unqualified, the awful declaration 
■of Scripture ; and reason and conscience bear 
testimony, that the record is true. For, what, 
indeed, can be more contemptible, than moral 
agents who have, all their life, been wasting 
infinite capacities, on objects, not merely finite 
in their nature, but which sages and poets, no 



amiable author of this pathetic little piece him- 
self, will be found in the following extract, 
which formed the final clause of his will : 

" My gratitude to heaven for singular bounty, 
in giving me such parents and such friends, as I 
have experienced during my stay in life, shall 
part me only with my breath, and the idea of 
leaving such friends is my only sorrow. Chris- 
tianity is my anchor of hope ; and to those 
who will take the word of the man who writes 
at the time I do, I would bequeath my firm be- 
lief in Christ's gospel." 

Bishop Mant's excellent -treatise contains a 
comprehensive view of a clergyman's principal 
obligations in the ordinary course of his official 
ministrations and parochial duty ; and in the 
regulation of his personal character and conduct, 
as arising out of the promises made by him at 
his ordination. It is written in that calm, yet 
earnest strain of rational piety, which pervades 
all the productions of its distinguished author ; 
not charging ignorance or neglect upon those 
to whom it is addressed, but on the Apostolic 
principle, of putting the -brethren in remem- 
brance of these things, though they know them, 
and are " established in the present truth ;" for 
the memories of the best christians stand in 
need of refreshing, and the affections of the 
holiest require to be continually excited. 

" In pursuance of this purpose, the celebra- 
tion of divine worship, in its relation both to 
the minister and to the people, in each respect 



less than prophets and apostles, have uniformly demanding the clergyman's careful attention, is 
characterized as a shadow, a vapour, a smoke first considered : then the administration of the 
that vanisheth ? What can be more contempti- sacraments, and the catechising of children, 
lAe, than beings, fitted to trace the finger of from the latter of which topics, occasion is 



God, in the benign magnificence of nature, and 
to experience the grace of God, in the renova- 
tion of their whole body, soul, and spirit, who, 
by a voluntary degradation, have not only 
neglected, but despised, those great things 
which angels desire to look into ; And despised 
them for what ? Why, for the straws and bub- 
bles that are floating down the troubled waters 
of vanity. What, in a word, can be more 
utterly contemptible, than spirits, formed for 
eternal union with their Maker, who have 
wilfully fixed their own doom ; who are im- 
mortal, only in their pride, their pravity, their 
guilt, and their despair ! " 

The primary charge to the clergy of the 
diocese of Limerick, the speech in the House of 
Lords on the tithe composition bill, and the 
tracts and treatises which complete the volumes, 
are all re-printe. The latter consist of a prize 
essay on adivinity subject, which gained the first 
Downes premium in Trinity College, Dublin, 
in 1797 ; a speech delivered from the chair of 
the Historical Society; a letter to a young 
clergyman on the subject of fashionable amuse- 
ments; anda letter to the Rev. Dr. Ellington, 
our Divinity Professor, on the subject of the 
Homilies. We rather wonder that the bishop 
thought it worth the while to re-print the 
former two. No doubt they are very credita- 
ble productions for an undergraduate of college, 
hut in a treatise of practical theology published 
by a bishop, they seem to us somewhat super- 
fluous and out of place. The speech is simply 
«n elegiac eulogy on two deceased memb> >r of the 
Historical Society, the Rev. I. W. Reid, and 
John Sargint, Esq. a young barrister. The 
former died first, and the latter, who was his 
intimate friend, composed an affectionate and 
elegant tribute to his memory, ( which is also 
given in the volumes before us,) but a short time 
before hi* own decease. The best picture of the 



taken for adverting to other instruments of 
religious improvement, such as the education 
of the poor, and the distribution of the Holy 
Scriptures and other religious books. Re- 
verting to the celebration of divine worship, 
the ensuing chapter takes up the subject of 
psalmody, in its authorized form, and as to the 

proper manner of conducting it. la some , ,- •' . <. „ . .. .,, n'„.\.„ 

succeeding chapters, the ml? of ministerial ! her °eauty, grows toed of his wife, as all vlw 
duty is kated with distinctness, under the man T. ^o™ P ur . e and v,rtuou8 affeCt10 " 



Raymond, a Tale of the Nineteenth Century ■' 
and other Poems. By the Rev. Piers Ed- 
mund Butler, A.B Dublin, Tims; and 

Hatchard and Son, London. 

We heard the author of this little volume 
preach the Sunday before last, and he preached 
well. Let the reader imagine a tall, spare, 
dark-complexioned young man, with deep set 
black eyes, and straight dark hair, combed 
back in every direction from his face, with a 
profound seriousness, amounting perhaps, to 
sadness of expression, in his countenance, and 
speaking in a thick and somewhat husky tone, 
much through his nose, and he will have Mr. 
Butler's personal appearance before his mind's 
eye. 

Notwithstanding that he is a poet, he did 
not at all indulge in that landscape style of 
oratory in the pulpit, with which so many un- 
fledged divines of the present day, overlay their 
ill-timed efforts at effect. On the contrary, 
his style was plain, often almost to homeliness j 
but there was an energetic rapidity, combined 
with solemnity about his manner, indicative 
of extreme and honest earnestness, and fervent 
piety, which never fails to make a powerful 
impression upon an auditory. Something too 
much there was upon the idolatrous enormities 
of the scarlet lady, which might have more 
judiciously been spared ; but we must not cri- 
ticise his sermons, as it is with Mr. Butler as 
a poet, not as a preacher, that we have now 
to do. 

The tendency of his poem, is, as might na- 
turally be expected, of a religious nature — 
The story is extremely brief and simple. Ray- 
mond is the representative of an ancient family 
of the nobility of France, whose wealth and ho- 
nours are wrecked in the storms of the revolu- 
tion, and his own mind tainted by the dreary 
scepticism of the same miserable period. 

He marries a young maid of Normandy for 



must do, turns gambler, is ruined, goes to the 
wars a desperate man, and being dreadfully 
wounded at the battle of Waterloo, is sought 
out, tended, and cured, body and soul, by 8 
benevolent Englishman called Fitzalban ; 
whereupon he very properly goes home to P»- 
ris, and after a good deal of seeking, finds h» 
children dead and buried, and converts h> s 



stated with distinctness, under the 
heads of the rubrick, the canons, and obedience 
to ecclesiastical superiors ; and herein excuses 
for deviating from the prescribed rule of duty, 
are noticed, and miscellaneous illustrations are 
introduced, applying to the clergyman's obliga- 
tions in various departments of the Church 
Service. Some hints are then offered upon 
preaching, with reference to matter, style of, 1;1 ^ ar ' 

composition, and delivery. The treatise then | wl e- , , 

passes on to other topics, not forming parts of ' rhe miserable condition of Raymond site- 
the public exercise of the ministerial office ; \ in g s wnen ue is on his way to visit the gaming 
such as the clergyman's personal conduct, his table for the last time, is thus touched upon :— 
private occupations, his amusements, his inter- 
course with others, especially his parishioners, 
and his attention to the sick and iutirm. 

" These are the prominent contents of the trea- 
tise now offered to the reader, especially to the 
younger clergy and to candidates for holy orders." 
We warmly recommend this valuable little 
work to the diligent perusal of the younger 
and less experienced members of the clerical 
body; and we cordially concur in the conclu- 
ding wish of the author, that by directing their 
attention to certain particulars of duty, it may 
excite in them a more lively desire to make 
themselves thoroughly acquainted, not with 
these particulars only, but with all the rest; 
so that they may "go on from strength to 
strength," and worthily fulfil the high office 
bestowed upon them, of " ministers of Christ, 
iiud stewards of the mysteries of God." 



*' Blind to the hope of God's relief, 
How doubly desolate is grief! 
On her no light of truth descends 

With healing iu its beam ; 
But superstition^ gloom impends 

And hides the heavenly, gleam— 
Aud to illumine sorrow's night 
A vails no substituted light. 
To seek, tho' nature feels the rod. 
The bosom of a chastening God, 
And there, while human tears are pour'd, 
Hear consolation in his word — 
A fabled mystery would seem, 
If e'er her thoughts approach'd the theme. 
What tho' proud reason may proclaim 
God over all his works the same, 
Alike indulgent to the cry 
Of princes, and the poor man's sigh — 
Beyond whose arm no region lies — 
Whose love no feign 'd distinction ties — ■ 
In vain she boasts her borrow'd gold. 
Her truths, like moonlight, clear and cold, 
While conscience cries with Foice within, 
" The Friend of man's th» Foe of sin," 
And guilt and fear, with lend alarms. 
Affright the suppliant from His arms 
To seek th' Incarnate Surety bleed, 
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Hear the sole Mediator plead, 

While points primeval prophecy 

His throne, exclaiming, " This is he"— 

What else may guilt's alarm remove, 

And change our terror into love ? 

What else one trembling soul has brought 

To meet th' Almighty but in thought ?'* 

In Canto Second, we have family worship 
in Fitzalban's house, described at length : first 
a hymn, then the text, which is a close para- 
phrase of that amazing prophecy which con- 
stitutes the 53d chapter of the book of the 
prophet Isaiah, and next an appropriate dis- 
course. We never saw a sermon in verse be- 
fore, at least not in rhyme, (for we would not 
willingly be thought ignorant of the ingenious 
arrangement of the most divine and important 
of all sermons, contained in bishop Jebb's Sa- 
cred Literature,) except in Dr. Syntax ; and 
we much prefer Mr. Butler's prose sermon, 
(we never heard him but once,) to his verse 
lecture on Isaiah- 
Raymond's recognition and conversion of 
his wife, are described in the following lines, 
which form the conclusion of the poem : — 

** Next in her native Normandy 
With boding mind he sought Julie. 
Her father's heart was slumbering there, 
Bow'd to the dust with age and care, 

And broken by his daughter's fall ; 
No wild flow'r twin'd their home around— 
Its walls were mould'ring on the ground— 

And echo mock'd his call. 
Histouutry's capital again 
He-search'd, and on th' Elysian plain 
One eve sweet music reach'd his ear— 
A strain that he had lov'd to hear 
Breath'd from her lips. The alter'd air 
Now seems the gaiety of despair — 
It was a wild and pensive lay 
His fancy frara'd in former day. 
He starts, he gazes — can it be ? 
That minstrel was hie lost Julie. 
She stood with ev'ry deeper trace 
That grief had drawn upon her face, 
For him, through all his future time, 
A living record of his crime — 
Like fabric on whose ruin'd wall _ 
Is grav'd his name who wrought its fall. 
From her sad tale he torn'd his ear — 
Too painful for his heart to hear. 

But ah .' her children shall explore 
His looks, and climb his knee, no more. 
He stood where early flow'rets wave, 
ltaiur'd in their names, above ft grave. * 
As if they shrunk from life's alarms, 
Reft of their sire's encircling arms j 
And withont him refus'd to hear 
The conflict with a world of care. 

Though peace (whom erst he never knew, 
And hardly decin'd her being true) 
Now made her mansion in his heart — 
Nor long'd he vainly to impart 
The secret of his new relief 
To her who shared in alLhis grief- 
He felt like one by fearful force 
Arrested in a downward course." 

The first of the minor miscellaneous poems, 
which follow Raymond, we give at length, be- 
muse it will enable the reader to form a better, 
""1 we think a more favourable estimate, of 
"ie author's powers : — 

THE JUDGMENT OF NINEVEH. 



A voi ce from the temple — a voice from the Lord— 
'hat heart may refuse to re-echo his word ? 



Rcli 



tare; 



jWume on his altar the lingering f.. _ , 
""''gdown from its slumbers the heavenly lyre, 
0? "'•the in its fulness of chords, and prolong 
u « r Nineveh's ruin the funeral song. 

T . a 

, s Almightv hath 6poken— " thy gates were set wide, 
;."'* pmcr'd over Jacob the merciless tide 

"st bore desolation embnoy'd on its waves, 
A»5 , ft M my people no land but their graves. 
J™ liadst thon not heard of my terrible fame, 
S? r wither'd thy heart at the sound of my name ? 
T "y shadows are deep'ning— thy sun is gone down— 
;?' '-"rds of the He. then shall rifle thy crown, 
jUh Knh "' tne tafc «f *°y slaughter shall smile, 

"" my carcase unburicd be cast with the vile." 

* The custom of planting flowers on a grave, so a< 
™™ the name of the dead, is common in Frame. 



ship's death, on the 3d of April following; 
during which time the author was constantly 
with him. 

The funeral sermon, and a number of docu- 
ments of minor interest relating to the same 
event, are subjoined, as well as a sketch of the 
churches of St. Thomas in Malabar! extracted 
from Paulin's India Orientalis Christiana. — 
From the journal we select one or two pas- 
sages which will forcibly remind the reader of 
those amiable traits both of diligence and good- 
ness, which, if at all acquainted with Heber'a 
character, he must have so often recognised in 
some less prominent form than they are here 
put forward : they occurred during the voyage 
from Calcutta to Madras, and while the bishop 
was in very delicate health : 

"January 31st. The Bishop has one of his 
travelling drawers filled with a small selection 
of books for the journey; and it is an unusual 
luxury to him, after his perpetual engagements 
of business, to have a few quiet hours of unin- 
terrupted reading. One of his books is Milner's 
Church history, which he has brought with 
the intention of making some selections from it 
for the Ceylon Missionaries to translate into 
Cingalese. I never knew any one read so ra- 
pidly : he has got through two volumes in the 
course of yesterday and to-day, besides several 
letters and a variety of other avocations. 

" February 3rd. Our progress is very slow 
down the river, but it enables us to get ac- 
quainted with the passengers, and arrange every 
thing with greater comfort before the voyage 
begins. The bishop came into my cabin after 
breakfast, and said he found that, besides the 
European crew, there was a detachment of 
Invalid Soldiers on board, returning to England, 
probably in a very ignorant and demoralized 
In the twenty third line, where we have ! state, after their long residence in this country ; 
shook for shaken, Priscian's head is scratched a 1 and that he thought we might be exceedingly 
little; we could suggest a very expressive cou-| useful to them in the course of the voyage, 
plet here, but the second line ends with bacon, < He proposed, therefore, that we should go down 
and that could never be stomached on a Jewish ' alternately every morning to instruct them and 
subject : in truth we have too great a respect ' pray with them. I begged him not to interrupt 
for all we have seen and heard of Mr. Butler his own more important avocations for these 
individually, as well for his sacred profession, lower duties, which I would gladly undertake 
to suffer us to banter him for the little slips alone, if he would commission me to do so; but 
we could discover here and there in his nn- he would by no means consent to relinquish his- 
pretending volume, which we think a marked share in them. ' I have too little,' said he, ' in 
improvement on the little book of hymns he ' m y situation, of these pastoral duties, which 
published some time ago ; and we congratulate are so useful to the Minister as well as to his- 
him sincerely on the pious and amiable spirit people ; and I am delighted at the opportunity 
which breathes through both these little books. ' thus unexpectedly afforded me : — it will remind 
I me of dear Hodnet. Besides, it is very pos- 

rri t ,>n * n- i d.„ t»„ t u„ Uihle that the mere circumstance of my going 

The Last Days of Btshop Heber. ByT Ro-, dow ■ s them more strong f y ,\„§ 

bmson, A.M. Archdeacon of Madras, and;. ndine ^ * ^ ^ ^ ^ us JjJ He . 

hto domestic chaplain to his LonWnp.- ^ ^ book fc , ds hgnd> ^ after 

Madras, printed; London, reprinted for, j^Vthe Commanding Officer, went 

the Author. below immediately. Is not this worthy of a 

Nothing that is authentic, relating to the late! bishop? What inexpressible dignity do such 

bishop of Calcutta, can fail to be read with ! simple labours add to his high and sacred office ! 

avidity and advantage. He was a truly apos- 1 We had family prayers in the Cuddy after tea, 

tolic bishop, devoted, body and mind, to the which will be continued during the voyage. I 

service of his great Master, by winning souls need not tell you that allth* passengers gladly 

to righteousness; and if man may judge of his assented to the proposal. What is there that 

fellow-man's faith by his works, who can gain-jhe could ask them that they would not assent 

say that Heber shall shine as the stars for to ? for all are delighted, even on this short 



The trumpets have sounded — for God is gone forth — 
And the armies of vengeance are mov'd in the north ; 
Their thundering tramp is re-echo'd afar, 

And flash from their sabres the lightnings of war, 
And the plumes of their helmets are toss d like the deep, 
When shoreward his billows indignantly sweep ; 
At the sound of their march all the nations have shook. 
And the hearts of th' Assyrians are qupll'd in their look. 
Howl, Nineveh, howl — for the kingdoms rebel ; 
Call the idols of earth, and the demons of hell — 
Nor hell, nor the world, can one respite afford ; 
For what power shall triumph that strives with the 

Lord? 

4. 
The midnight cloud o'er Nineveh is hung; 

Pride wakes and wantons in her royal hall. 
And there the feast is spread, the lyre is strung. 
And flatt'ry singa-of thrones that never fall- 
But hark [ what sounds of wild affright 

Burst on the startled ear of night ? 

The shouts of victory are tliere! 

The lion "falls within his lair ; 

The sword of God is in his breast. 

And dies the spoiler of the east. 

It comes like some terrific dream — 

The countless falchions clash and gleam, 

And all her streets with slaughter stream, 
And echo dying groans — 

Her females o'er their infants scream 
Dash'd headlong on the stones — 

And blazing temples' ghastly light 

Reveals the horrors of the night. 

The spectres of the prophets rise 

Before th' Assyrian Monarch's eyes, 

In silence wave the shadowy hand 

Tow'rd Israel's desolated land — 

Then frowning point his father's tomb, 

And warn the tyrant to his doom. 
5. 
And the besom of ruin has swept from the world 
The tow'rs where Dominion his banner unfurl'd, 
When first to the conquest of natnre and man 
He led the fell rage of his warrior clan. 
Soft melody breathes in her palace no more, 
But serpents^haH hiss where it warbled before ; 
No triumphs emblazon'd shall glow from her walls, 
But the thistle shall wave in her mouldering halls ; 
And the owl from those windows shall gaze on the wild, 
Where the mighty once stood, and the oeautifulsmil'd. 
For her idols outnumber'd the stars of the sky. 
And the boast of her madness ascended on high, 
And she pour'd like a river the blood of the just, 
And the guilt of all ages was found in her dust. 



brightness, in that great day when God shall 
reckon up his jewels? 

Our readers may remember frequent and 
honourable mention of Mr. Robinson in the 



acquaintance, with the life and variety of his 
conversation and the gentleness of his manners. 
" February 4th. On going down to the poor 
soldiers this morning, 1 found the effect of the 



bishop's journnh The present volume consists , bishop's visit yesterday to be just what might 
of extracts relating to the bishop, from Mr. jhave been expected. His kindness and conde- 
R.'s private journals, commencing on the 15th scension have prepared them to receive with 
of August 1825, and ending with bis Lord- thankfulness all that is said to them ; and be- 



